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8YN0PSIS. 

On Windward Island Pallilorl Intrigues 

Mra. Gulden Inin an appeitrftni « of evil 
Which c«i»»> * (luhlrn In vupliim ami tar 
lure (he Italian by tirur.l.ng i.m f , .. un i 
cniHiund hie hand. Kvlhlnr! open* Inn 
dyke m« and Huuda ih.- lalnn l and in 
the ruah lu eacupe Ihe II >..(1 kid- 

nape Unldm'a aU-yrur-ul.l daughter Mur- 

E ry. Twelve year* later In N. w Fork 
■ sk«d One railing hlniuelf "Min llamm -i 
of Ood" fMviiea iiii rUtt teon-) vur-ol.l girl 

K mi the cadet I'aauvuntl. In whom Jut « 
tear had delivered her. and take* her In 
the home uf Knneh do) Inn. million .lr. , 
whence «he la rccaplurrd tiy I^uar. Leu it 
and Stein are discover- d l.,V Miiuh-y. Gul- 
den'* a- ratary. eeltlna lire to Uulden'e 
building*. but wrape. 

THIRD EPISODE 


THE COGNAC CASK 

"Brin* that woman lu hero!" com- 
manded Enoch Golden aa ha flung 
open hla library door. Ho stopped In- 
■Ido. the ncit moment, aa the figure 
In black, pinioned cloao between 
young Stanley and Wilson, tho butlor. 
was piloted Into the shadowy room. 

"8H down!" bo bnrkod out al tho 
atlont and motionless figure with tha 
hoary black veil atlll draping Ita face. 

“Manley, la there any chanca of 
this woman being armed?" Golden 
auddanly asked of hla secretary 

"She's not armed, sir.' was young 
Manley's quiet reply, "though It took 
a tussle before Wilson and I could 
got hold of her." 

"Well." Golden said to tha vailed 
Sgum In the chair, "what brought you 
spying and lurking about my home?*' 

That was a question which the wom- 
an apparently chose to leave unan- 
swered. 

"Do you Intend to answer?" de- 
manded the millionaire. "Or must I 
have you put out of this house with- 
out a hearing?" 

"That aoema to bo a hnblt of which 
lima has not deprived you." was the 
quiet-toned reply 

It was not the muffled sting in those 
words. nor tho culm bitterness with 
which they were spoken, hut more 
the voice ttsolf. wlib Its ghostly re- 
minder of other day*, that brought 
Golden up short. 

"Who are you?" ho repeated whan 
ho saw that he and the veiled woman 
wore alono In tho room. "And why 
are you here?" 

"You will misjudge that." answered 
tbo woman aa sho threw back the 
heavy folds of her vail, "ns much na 
you misjudged my actions of twenty 
years ago!" 

"Why are you hero?" repeated Gold- 
en. with unconacloualy burdening 
tolca. 

"II was love for my daughter!" 

Tha pugnacity went out of tho grim 
face bunt over tho desk top. 

"What do you know about— about 
your daughter?" ho demanded, not 
meeting her gate. 

"I know that alio la In dnnger. In 
terrible danger." 

"That means you know where aha 
Is. where abe could be found?" won 
Golden's quick Inquiry. 

"That la tho ono thin* that made 
me brave enough, or cowardly enough. 


times a foreigner or two comes In. 
mostly by accident. But yostorday. 
when 1 was In the kitchen, three men 
came In a hurry. They hud dodged 
unde) cover there to escape being 
seen by a plain-clot licit man. I could 
hoar their talk through the llttlo 
kitchen slide through which wo pass 
our dishes. And when I heard their 
voices I opened the sltdo a little, and 
1 knew nt once that ono of tha men 
was Pnlldorl, or Legar. ns he calls 
himself now. He was talking mostly 
to n mnn culled C'annvatitl. Then — " 

"Wait a minute." Interrupted Gold- 
en. with hla linger on tho bell button. 
"1 want my secretary to hear this" 

Tho woman In black sat silent until 
Manley hud re-entered tho room. Then 
Goldeu motioned for her to contlnuo. 

"I heard Legar mention your name," 
■ho went on. still unmoved by Ihe 
older man's hulf-aneering Incredulity, 
"Thon he blamed Casavantl for nemo 
scheme that had failed, some achome 
to degrade my Margory. But ho hud 
tho girl back, he said, nnd thin Ume 
ho'd expect Casavantl to do his part. 

"Cnnnvnntl also said ho wanted that 
woman for himself, and declared she'd 
romo like a hungry cat when he'd fin- 
ished with her 1 knew thon what he 
was. I knew what Legar was plan- 
ning. It— It made mo forget every- 
thing. I started for the table where 
they were. I tried to hold I.egar. I — 
I think 1 called for help I clung to 
him as ho staggered toward tho door 
But ono of his men struck me. They 
escaped, then, for I was too dniod to 
do anything more.” 

It wos Manley who spoke next, an 
eager light In his scowling young eyes. 

"But where did they suy the girl 
was?" he asked. 

"They did not say. But ono of them 
spoke of Oyster Joe. who'll stolen 
some casks of old cognac. This man 
Oyster Joe was sending the casks by 
another man named Old Ell to some 
secret hiding place." 

"But how can that help ui?" nakod 
Manley. 

"1 thought, with those names to 
work with. I might in souin way And 
my Child. And her and save her. Suro- 
ly, with money, men could bo hired — " 

"Do you hear, Manley." broke In the 
grtm-Jawed man of million*. "It's 
i money again! If* always money!" 

He wheeled about and confronted tho 
I tired-faced woman. "This Is tho sec- 
ond pretty story I've bad to listen to 
lately. And. madam. 1 may as well 
tell you uow that I don't believe a 
single word of II Whether you're an- 
other come-oo for that Cooksan gang 
or not, I don't know. 1 don't even 
rare. But 1 know that twenty years 
ago you deceived rao. nnd lied to mo. 
You robl>ed me of tuoro than my home 
then. But you'll never do It a second 
tlmol" 

The white faced woman wna also on 
her feet by this time. 

"I have no wish to go back to the 
past." was her coldly-enunciated re- 
ply. "1 expect neither pity nor gen- 



"| Could Hear Thslr Talk Through tho Little Kitchen Slide." 


to corns to you. I do not know where 
she Is. But 1 know that she can be 

found!" . , . . _ 

"So you hav* a suspicion where sue 

"Ytff." acknowledged tho patient- 
eyed woman. . . 

■ What are those susplclans founded 

onT 

"On certain word* which I over- 
heard. word* apokna by a very evil 
man." 

"What Is that man's name 

“He I* a one-a riucd man. named Ls- 

* Golden half rose from his chair. 

■ Bo you and l egar are still com- 
rade*. I seel" he cried, turning the 
blade of hate tn that still open wound 
of pride. 

"Legar and I n«ver were comrade*. 
For rears I h»»e kept a lltt-e re*, 
•auranl for art student* an. shopgirl*, 
fast off WMlape* •• ,l ** 

tM j ik* Italian shVcw Liere. Sum* 


eroslty from you. But when your own 
daughter Is In danger, when you could 
save her, when—" her voice broke as 
she taw the look of adamant on Gold- 
en'S face. "Oh. It’s no uae; If* no 
use!" sho cried sohblngly as she 
lurnsd and groped her way towards 
the door. 

It waa not until that door closod be- 
hind her that Golden once more sank 
Into hla chair. And aa he sut there, 
wrestling with hla own tangled emo- 
tions beforo the dark tent of hla soul. 
Manley stood staring down ut him 
with bolh studious and puzzled eyes. 

"For a man who count* hla money 
In eight figures," that youth Anally de- 
clared. "I think you're tho moet un- 
mitigated ass that ever wore shoe 

leather' * 

"Whs— what's that?" demanded the 
astounded mllllonalts. 

"Why. man. »re you blind? Cant 
you see this woman Is sincere, that 
sab's tel.lLS the truth. 'J»*» she prob- 


nhly holds In her hand the key of *11 

your future hnpplness?" 

“The key to my happiness la no 
longer lu that woman'* hands," an 
nounced Golden. Ynt a tremulous 
note tn bis great voice sent a wave 
of pity surging through the younger 
man. whose urm went out to the stoop- 
ing shoulder so close to him. And 
that unexpectedly iuttuatu touch, ap 
paronily. was loo much for tho al 
ready unnerved man at tho dnsk. for 
with a gesture oddly polguaut he lift- 
ed his baud nnd pressed It against his 
Closod eyes, as though lu au effort to 
bhut Bwuy actualities which were too 
dark to bo endured 

Manley, as he did an, slipped a hand 
In under the lapel of the older man s 
coat, lifted a wallot lightly from Its 
pocket, and stood upright again 
Then, with a shrug that wna almost 
ono of pity as ho looked down at the 
Btlll silent millionaire, ho turned 
away and slipped out of tha room 

Tho departing woman had already 
passed through tho street door before 
lie could overtake her. Who stopped 
wonderlngly at hts call to her 

“Mr. Golden, madam, aueuis to have 
changed hla mind. Hero urn a few 
hundred dollars from him. which may 
be of material osulstanco to you In this 
matter you spoke of." 

Manley, who had taken the roll of 
bills from tho wallot. was quite sol 
• mu faced as ho hauded the money to 
tho equally aolcrua-fucud woman. Yet 
the shadow of a smile played about 
his lifts as ho watched the auatnrc 
figure In black disappear from sight. 
Thun ho turned back to the library. 

There ho found Golden paring bark 
and forth, padding grotesquely about 
from pocket to pocket. 

“Manley, my wallet'* gone!" was 
tho financier's cry. 

'Waa there any money In It?" In- 
quired tho sccrutary. 

"Wlittt d' you suppose I'd keep In 
It?" was the Impatient demand. "Tal- 
cum powder? Of course there was 
money In it — over four hundred dol- 
lars In greenbacks!" 

Mauley shook hi* head In mock sor- 
row. 

"This. sir. looks like very grave 
carelessness! “ 

"It looks like very grave tbtovery to 
me." auapiHHl tbo older man. 

• •••••• 

Th* Emlassry in Oak. 

Midway betwen that portion of Now 
York hurbor, known us the Upper bay, 
nnd tha o|w-n roaches of tho sea that 
wash up the sands of Manhattan 
beach. Ilea a district that might bo fit- 
tingly denominated as No Man's land. 

Ono of tbo least aftvory habita- 
tions ndornlng that trlngo of a city's 
llotsom wus tho ruinous boulhouso of 
a certain Oyster Joo. 

And Oyster Joo. tho river pirate, 
looked tho part. Tho unsteadiness of 
hla still muscular limbs, the looseness 
Of his swollen 1 1 pH. the unkemptuess 
of bis entire surroundings, all united 
to proclaim him a lover of tho cup that 
can cheer and at tho sumo time inebri- 
ate. This fact, Indeed. wt.a further 
evidenced by tho oarnoatness with 
which Oyster Joe, himself making his 
way Into the sail loft, lifted a worn 
tarpaulin aaldo and studied a row of 
cognac casks. 

Bo Intent was bis study of this 
wealth of Joy to bo that ho saw and 
heard nothing of a alonderbodled 
stranger who quietly approached his 
nbodo. entered It. nnd stared studious 
ly about. What mode this Intruder 
even more mysterious wna tho fact 
that across tho upper part of bis face 
lie wore a narrow band of yellow cloth. 

The movement* of this mysterious 
stranger were marked by colorlty. 
When his Investigations. In fact, wore 
suddenly Interrupted by a sound which 
grew louder along tbo narrow road 
winding Inland through tho salty 
marshes, ho crept to tho door, peered 
out and prepared himself for a prom- 
ised Intruder. For approaching Oys- 
ter Joo'* bonthouso ho could plainly 
make out a two-horse wagon drlvou by 
a einttem-shoulderm! and white-beard- 
ed man of about sixty. 

Tho masked Intruder crept back 
through tho boathouse, entered tho 
sail loft and stealthily approached tho 
still musing figure of Oyster l.»o. In 
a moment he bad tho old ptrato bound 
and gagged. 

Then, hearing tho wagon wheels al- 
most al tho door, the stranger dragged 
Ills Inert captive to a nearby beam, 
lashed him to It snd over him throw 
tho tsrpaulln from the cognac casks. 

Slipping bock to tho outer rooms 
tho masked stranger drew his rovolvor 
and stood close la bosldo the shadow 
of tho door, calmly waiting for tho 
man who hud already alighted from 
the wagon. 

From Ihe mouth behind tha white 
whiskers came a squeak, like the 
squeak of a rat behind a wainscoting, 
aa the stranger's revolver was thrust 
unexpectedly Into his startled old face. 
Before ho could qulto recover from 
that Initial shock of surprise a strand 
of rope waa around hla wrlata and he 
waa being backed unceremoniously 
away Into the sail loft. 

Thero. gagged and triced to a beam, 
be Kept company with his rolling-eyed 
and equally mystified confrere. Oys- 
ter Joe. There he sat hlluklng about 
him a* tho masked stranger briskly 
rolled two of the cognac raaka out to 
tho waiting wagon, loaded them on 
th* platform and as briskly drove 
awsy, taking with him both the time- 
worn bat and tho bottle green overcoat 
of the original driver of that wagon. 

But beforo debouching from the 
open marshlands Into the busier out- 
skirts of South Brooklyn the audacious 
abductor of cognac bad convened 
himself Into a somewhat startling fac- 
simile of the earlier owner and driver 
of the wagon 

He directed hts course towards that 
subterranean haven of Illicit beverages 


known as the Owl's Nest, where 

Marg.irr Golden was listlessly mnk 
lug preparations for the comlug meal. 
Sho started suddenly os she stooped 
over the tire smoldering in tho 
blackened fireplace. For from a 
crevice la the wall, a crevice no big- 
ger than a man’s band, a place of mor- 
tar unmistakably flew out and struck 
her on the arm. She waa still staring 
Incredulously Into this crevice when 
a flutter of white passed her eyes and 
a small square of paper foil al bur feet 
close to the edge of the cooIb. 8he un- 
folded the missive and read: 

"A cask of cognac Is coming. If Le- 
gar and bis men drink from It they 
ohould he drugged asleep Inside of ten 
minutes, pren* spring concealed on 
lop of cask and follow directions there. 
Don't give up And If you understand 
this. Up twice with th* fire tongs." 

Below these words was the sign of 
the I aughlug Mask. 

So fortifying wan this knowledge In 
fact, that when Casavantl and Legar 
himself entered tho gloomily-lighted 


[ lookout, with envious eyes on th# 1 
cask. 

"This ts the real stuff! That raw 
dope's for Doolan's election workers!" 

“And tha bunch a'ready soused wit 
It!" commented the even more envi- 
ous stlckup as he helped roll the sec- 
ond barrnl Into Legar’s Inner quarter*. 

8 lowly the two men carried out tlio 
barrel and lilted It to tliu wagon. 
Then the driver climbed aboard. 

It waa not until that driver waa well 
away from the wuterfrout and hud 
rounded many s corner, that he ven- 
tured to pull up aud up ou the oak 
aUves beside him. 

"It's all right!" bo railed out ns he 
felt about the rough oak and found 
tho hidden spring. "Just hold steady 
uow. and I'll help you out." 

The girl uttered a sigh of thankful- 
ness aa they once more got under way. 
• •••••• 

Th# Race for Freedom. 

Thoso two worthies known ns Old 
Ell aud Oyster Jou hod. In their time, 
struggled with many knots. But nev- 
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“I Wss Too Dared to Do Anything More." 


room. Margory Golden no longer 
cringed at tho sound of their voices. 

Cnoavnntl. walking over to her, 
turned her fnco to tho light. Ho peered 
at It hungrily, from halt-closed eyes. 

"Legar.” ho called nut to that 
worthy, who had roraatued at the door 
to warn his stlckup to admit nobody 
but Immediate members of their band. 
"I like tho spirit In this girl. She's as 
sleek aa a she panther." 

l,<>gar'a stlckup dodged In through 
the door. 

"Say. chief, there's an outsider tryln' 
to bull In here!" 

Both men promptly wheeled about 
at thoso sumowhat disconcerting 
worda. 

"Who la ho?" was l.egar'a quick 
query. 

"An ol' boob wit' a bar'l o' brandy 
Says he's driven In from Oyster 
dump!" 

Legsr looked relieved. Casavantl 
even lighted another cigarette. 

"That a all right. It's Old Ell. Help 
him In with It. But see that nobody 
else got* near that outsldo door." 

"Thera's always help around, t'sss- 
vantl. In a case Itko this," proclaimed 
tho smiting Legar as n white-whisk- 
ered old figure In bottle-green coat 
and hat laboriously rolled the cask of 
liquor through the opened door. The 
Owl. with unlooked-for nlmblenosa lu 
one of her year*, was already close 
at hand, waiting with hung starter and 
glasses. 

Mnrgory watched tho suddenly clam- 
orous group as they clustered about 
the open barrel. Her heart sank as 
glasses were refilled nnd tho clamor. 
Instead of diminishing, grew louder 
and louder. 

Then, oven na she stood depressed 
and troubled by this thought, n sort 
pedal seemed to bo slowly applied to 
tho tumult about her. The soporific 
Owl herself, stumbling to a chair, 
sank Inertly Into It. Then one after 
another they sank into dreamless 
stupor. 

It waa then, and only then, that 
Margory dared to move. She studi- 
ously stared at that uncouth company 
of sleepers. Then, no longer watch- 
ing them, but with her Ayes on ths 
door through which their lookout 
might at any moment appenr, ahe 
groped her way to the aldo of the bar- 
rel. There she felt about tho black- 
ened oak barrel top for the bidden 
spring A gasp of relief escaped her 
lips as she found It. The covering fell 
hack on Its concealed hinge, and float- 
ing Inalde It ahe found a white pine 
shaving on which waa written: 

"Turn harrel and empty IL Then 
get In and replaco cover. All will he 
well “ 

The stlckup so covertly yet so dis- 
consolately watching for any suspi- 
cious approach to Legsr* watorgata 
quarters, waa astonished, a few min- 
ute* later, to behold the whlte-whlak- 
ered old man In the bottle-green coat 
once more drive up to the door of 
the Owl's nest. 

"HI. you. gimme a hand with this 
bar'l!" that bewhiakorod driver com- 
manded. 

"What have yon got this lime*" In- 
quired the watchman. 

"1 was bonnhead enough to leave 
tn* wrong cask with the chief! mung 
him with thirty gallons of ‘conking 
sherry' that's aoout one-half wood al- 
cohol.” 

"And what * that?" demanded Ike 


or had they worked bonier than over 
tho knot* of the mysterious stranger 
who hud left them trussed and bound 
to ths beams of their own sail loft. 

They might. Indeed, have remained 
gurgling and writhing there like two 
tethered copperheads while thu care- 
less tides rose and foil about them, 
had not one Scupulo visited Coney 
Island In hla dilapidated car of hu- 
clsnt vintage, and having there con- 
ferred with a lush dip In hiding from 
the flatties of Manhuttnn, decided to 
circle homeward by way of Oyster 
Joe's. In the hope of that refreshment 
which had more than cnce cheered 
him on his dusty Journeys. 

Instead of finding refreshment, how- 
ever. he unearthed two ferocious eyed 
aud dry throated captives, who. w hen 
released, danced and gesticulated In- 
coherently about their habitation. 
Thru, whom speech had returned to 
them the visit of the mysterious 
straDgor was explained and tho neces- 
sity of gutting in touch with 1-egar 
made plain. 

It was not long, accordingly, before 
three men and a car naively missing 
on one cylinder went coughing inland 
along the narrow road threading 
those uncounted ncrcs of sea marsh. 

They were within fifty paces of a 
cross-roads landmark known ns Chim- 
ney-Pot Corner when n bellow not un- 
like that of a branded range steer 
burst from tho Indignant throat of Old 
Ell. For that worthy had the unique 
experience of beholding not only hi* 
own purloined team nnd wagon, but 
a disconcertingly lifelike replica of 
himself driving It. Scupulo, with the 
genius of n true general, arrested tho 
progress of that wagon by promptly 
stopping hla car directly In Ita truck. 
This collision in no way Improved tho 
vehicle of ancient vintage; but sterner 
Issues worn at hand. A moment later 
tho belligerent trio from tho broken 
car were trlmphantly charging for 
Margory Oolden and her guardian. 

That gtiardlnn, fully realising th# 
moaning of the charge, tossed his 
reins to tho frightened girl and com- 
manded her to drive for all she was 
worth. Then he himself prepared for 
Invaders. 

It was to the first comer that ho 
directed hli main attention, for grupu- 
lo. he noticed, already held a knife tn 
hla swarthy hand. Ono well-placed 
kick on tho clenching knuckles, how- 
ever, aont that glimmering Icicle of 
steel circling off Into tho readjust, 
and an equally well placed blow on tho 
Jaw sent the owner of tho knife after 
IL 

In the meantime, however, both Oys- 
ter Joo and Old EM had gtln<>d the 
wagon platform. Tbo former found 
himself suddenly clenched by the 
waist and lifted clear of tho wagon. 
Why he should so quickly and ao vio- 
lently come Into collision with the 
swaying figure of Oyster Joo. Ilka an 
alley hall hitting a nlno-pln. was a 
matter which for all time remained a 
mystery to him. But over the side of 
the thundering wagon the two figures 
suddenly toppled, rolling along tho 
dust with limb* Interlaced nnd claw- 
ing hands unreasonably clenched In 
earh other's hair. And before they re- 
gained either Ihalr foot or their men- 
tal faculties, tho wagon Itaclf waa well 
on Ita way. 

Yet tho driver of that wagon knew 
that hts escape was only s temporary 


nVoN-o got to get ont of thlal" he 

called to tho lurching girl at his sido. 
ss ho seised the reins and caught up a 
whip. "Wo vo got a run of a mile and 
mors beforo wo can reach Bohawkin 
bridge and bolp!" 

He lashed tho loom forward. "Wo'v* 
got to got to that bridge!" 

Tho girt suddenly caught at his am 

"I can see a car!" sho called out. 
"It's following usl It's gaining on ua!" 

Again tho driver piled his whip. 

"Are they still gaining?" ho asked, 
a moment lator. 

“Yes." w*s the girl's answer, "nut 
see. there's tho bridge shi-nd of us!" 

"By tha help of God. w«> can make 
It!" suddenly exulted tho man at the 
reins, for already hli tired team was 
plunging up thu Incline of th" bride* 
approach They wars on the bridge j 
now, thundering across the draw, 

A power bouse attendant, framed In 
hla grimy doorway, stared at them In 
wonder. 

"Lift your draw!" fr«nx!edly com 
manded th* stranger. "Stop that car 1 
For God's anko atop that car!" 

But tho man In tho Jumper saw nc 
reason for any such action. Thu other 
brushing hlui aside, leaped to the con 
trol levor. Tho outraged bridge! under 
ut the sumo mornuut leaped for Uio in 
trader. 

But that Intruder, for all thla sud 
den attack, wus not to bn turned from 
bis purpose. Tho lever was thrown 
over snd on* end of the massive draw 
responding to tho Impulse of tho equal 
ly. musslvo machinery . rose slowl) 
from the lip of the dusty roadway. 

I-egar** car wus already thundering 
across Its span a* that network of 
steel began to lift. 

But the Increasing Incline of thr 
draw, for all the car's momentum 
sucked from that straining engino Itr 
added strength, retarded u llttlo nnd 
yet a little more tho hurrying wheels 
But In the sscnfbdnn of the draw-end 
there was no delay. 

It wna then and then only that n 
sudden shout rose from tho car. Five 
men. realizing what lay 1m- fore them 
stood up In tholr seats as that throb 
blng and pulsing thing on wheel* 
mounting to tho edge of tho draw, foi ' 
one moment poised there, nnd then 
dropped, llko a poolball In Its pocket 
to the riverbed below. 

K was noi until then lhat the be 
whiskered man nt tho control lev.-r be 
came fully conscious of thu fact that 
the engineer In the oll-stalned Jumpei 
was striking and clawing at his Intent 
body. Ho endured that assault until 
tbn lever had been reversed nnd the i 
draw started back on Its descent 
Thon. wheeling, the stranger sped 
across Ihe draw and leaped Into the 
waiting wagon. 

"Look!" cried the girl, pointing tc 
tho riverbed beneath them. 

Thero tbn stranger could see I/Cgsi 
and two or throe of hla nu.u clinging 
to a row of broken piling llko IlmpeD 
about a river derelict. 

"I was hoping." said tho strangei 1 
as ho caught up tho reins, “that thlf 
would bo tha last of him!" 

"Why should you hapo that?" asked 
the girl st his side as they went lurch 
Ing onward again. 

"I hoped It for your sake," wss hli 
answer. 

"But who are you, that you should 
do all this for me?" 

"Look hack and make sure we're noi 



H# Directed Mis Course Toward th* 
Owl's Nest. 

being followed " wss the stranger's an 
swer. "Then I'll tell you!" 

Tho girl stared hack along the dusty 
roadway. But along that roadway was 
nothing to be soon 

What she saw when ahe turned 
again, though. «n* a gray wig and a 
fringe of yellow Ish-whlta whisker* 
tying In tbo bottom of tho wagon 
And when she lifted her eyes to the 
stranger's faro she beheld on that 
face, suddenly rejuvenated, the nor 
row band of a ywllow mask, a yellow 
mask which covered tbs ey*n and the 
upper part of tho hosd. But below the 
tr.r.*k. Intimidating m It wna In Its 
mrM«ry. she could see that the mouth 
waa a smiling one. 

•TO iUi CUNT IN F. CD. J 
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THE VALUE OF PRETTY LAWNS 


Make Plana Now to Beautify Grounds 

Around Your Home In Spring- 
Pergola Very Ornamental. 

Landscape gardening nnd architecture 
must properly Include nil forms uf dec- 
oration tlmt will increase thu attrac- 
tiveness of the Inwn. nnd such us will 
ndd at tbo sumo time u monetary value 
to tbo home. It Is not desired to Imvu 
simply it pretty Inwn. but ono that will 
enhance tho value of tho property It- 
self. miys House and Garden. 

There are many tilings that will ma- 
terially Increase the value of the Inwn 
from nn artistic standpoint. Among 
these may be mentioned the pergola. It 
Is om- of the newer forms of Inwn dec- 
oration In this country, but deserves 
encouragement on the part of the real 
home lovers, "hose desire Is to add to 
the home plan. 

One should understand, however, that 
the jH-rgolti Is not simply a decoration. 
It possesses useful feature* In addition 
to Its attraction a* nn ornament nnd 
wherever .-reeled Ine r t as sn the charm 
of the setting. 

lr serves u* u bower, a retreat, nn.l n 
n»ok. It may he covered with vinos, 
nnd servo ns n refuge from Inclement 
wen I her. Frequently It lend* off Into 
the Inwn arid sometimes to the gnrngc, 
or terminates ut n pond or miniature 
Cnrdetl. At oilier times It will serve ns 
it bridge, with columns ut either end. 
In this way spanning an otherwise 
open ravine and adding to the archi- 
tectural effects of The home. In coun- 
try homes It hn* u special place. I .- 
cause of tho expanse tlmt many of tho 
country n bodes possess, thereby milk- 
ing Its necessity more keenly felt. 

Thus we see tha; the pergola Is In 
r.nltfy ii useful ornament, and one that 
Is finding mere general favor ns boms* 
! under* come to rcullxe Its need. It 
should be given a fair sbnro of tho 
construction man's consideration. Tho 
study of the varying materials with 
which It Is built nnd the cffe.i* of tho 
different types of urchltecturul varia- 
tion* ure widespread. Its very popu- 
larity tins been the fundnrnentnl rea- 
son why there are today u Inrger 
number of the structural tunterlula 
used In Ms mnnnfacturc. 

WE WANT REAL HOMES AGAIN 

American* More and More Understand 

Value of Having Residence With 
Some Land Around It 

We are today, for the second time In 
Ainelicn, reaching tho hoiuestend pu- 
rled. Wo hud It back In the old colo- 
nial days, when we built substantially. 
Tb-n dime the second generation of 
our foreign-horn population, und their 
spirit wna expressed in elaborate und 
futile Imitations of homes u;. suited 
to American lives. 

More leisure has come to us, a mors 
settled spirit of patriotism fhnt breeds 
sympathy with nil national achieve- 
ment. nud the time cow seem* ripe 
for the building of home* suited to the 
American spirit, substantial, comfort- 
able. facing the servant problem frank- 
ly. realising a growing Interest In bunti- 
ty. expressing, too, the keynote of our 
civilisation — Individually, suys tho 
CrufUtnnn. 

Because we ora demanding homes of 
the type that we want to live In. homo 
hulbll'ig bus become the most absorb- 
ing topic of this generation. Whereas 
even a few years ago the dlifleulty was 
to keep the country hoy snd girl In 
any way attached to the land, the city 
bolding the lure that unbalanced all 
youth, today the world I* reaching 
hock to home life, gardening, farming; 
you find boys who work la the city tell- 
ing you frankly thut they travel many 
miles n day rather than give up cmn- 
try life. You find young women plan- 
ning from tho day of their marriage to 
have it home of their own. built to 
their needs, furnished as they tike IL 

BEAUTY VALUABLE IN ITSELF 

When You Plant Shrubs Around Your 

Home Remember Some Are Use- 
ful and Ornamental, Too. 

A very practical writer In a popu- 
lar magazine recently condemned tho 
American custom of pluming purely or- 
mimcntnl trees and shrubs. such 
thing*, he contended, performed no 
useful work, and ought to Im discard- 
ed. The redbud nud flowering almonds 
should give place to cherry and peach 
trees; and notes uni splreas, presuma- 
bly. should make way for currants nnd 
gooseberries. Only thus could we bar# 
a garden scheme worthy of n practical 
people. 

There sre elements of truth In such 
s doctrine. Too many paople fall to 
recognize the beauty Inherent In plants, 
trees and shrubs cultivated for food— 
In a cherry tree orchard. In a field 
of hloNsondug clover or ripening wheat. 

But the central Idea at this practi- 
cal mature U false altogether, for 
be fail* to recognise tint beauty is 
I worth while In and of Itself, and needs 
no Indorsement from either stomach 
..r pneketbook. M hammed knew what 
he was about when Le Uttered hts fa- 
mous advice : "He that hath two 
leave* of bread, let him sell one and 
buy reissue; for bread Is food only 
'or tlie body, but narcissus Is food for 
he souL”— Boston Courier 


